THALABA AND THE MAGIC THREAD

HE found a woman in the cave,
A solitary woman,
Who by the fire was spinning.

And singing as she spun.
The pine boughs were cheerfully blazing,
And her face was bright with the flame;
Her face was as a damsel's face,
And yet her hair was grey.
She bade him welcome with a smile,
And still continued spinning,
And singing as she spun.

The thread she spun, it gleamed like gold
In the light of the odorous fire,
Yet was it so wondrously thin,
That, save when it shone in the light,
You might look for it closely in vain.

The youth sate watching it,
And she observed his wonder,

And then again she spake,
And still her speech was song;
'Now twine it round thy hands, I say;
Now twine it round thy hands, I pray;
My thread is small, my thread is fine,
But he must be
A stronger than thee,
Who can break this thread of mine.5
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